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One 


Izzy, lb years old 


| was doing homework, and it was boring as shit. | had this history book open and there was some old painting 
of some old battle printed on the page, and the little painted people were being shot with these huge musket 
guns or whatever they were. | sighed. | had to study this shit, to pass this class and then the next class so | 
could graduate and get the fuck out of here. 


| didn't have it bad here, not like some people | knew, it was just boring. | wanted to play music in some form, 
drums or guitar or whatever, maybe even singing and guitar, and there was no where to do it here. But | felt 
like | had to graduate first. | didn't think my parents would care all that much, but they might. It just seemed 
like, hell, I'd come this far, why not just graduate and be fucking done with it? 


So | was trying to study when | was interrupted like | so often was by Axl, and some crisis he had. | heard the 
pounding on the door downstairs and | knew by the pounding alone that it was him. | sighed and closed the book, 
knowing | would have to come back to it and study this stupid little battle that didn't matter anymore. 


| went downstairs, noticing that | was the only one here and the door was locked, and | saw Axl outside the 


glass, his head down, red hair obscuring his features. They were beautiful features. High cheekbones, glittery 
green eyes, soft lips, fuck. | couldn't help but being attracted to him but it killed me, he was a guy and my 
friend. 


"Hey," | said, opening the door, and he came inside. His eyes were a more translucent green because he had 
been crying. He was beautiful, but he was a mess. | couldn't remember the last time | cried, maybe when | was 
a kid and fell off some swing or something. He cried all the time, and yelled all the time, and got in fights all 
the time. 


"Hey," he said, his voice kind of shuddery, and | just wasn't really in the mood for whatever was going on with 
him. It got to be too much for me sometimes. | tried to calculate how | could study around this new dilemma. 
Maybe | could study tomorrow before school, or late tonight once he fell asleep..if he did. Sometimes he stayed 
up all night long, and I'd be asleep hours before him. 


| slumped into a kitchen chair and stared at him, sighed, and figured I'd better ask and get it over with. 
"What's wrong?" | said. 
Axl, lb years old 


My head was bowed as | listened to him intone some prayer over our food. It was just a cheap casserole, 
mostly pasta and government cheese, but | understood his words of thanks and agreed. | silently added my 
thanks. | wasn't exactly sure about the whole church thing anymore and all the hypocrites who went there, 
beating their kids while they said to be loving and follow Jesus’ example. | didn't remember Jesus beating 


anyone in The Bible, and I'd read the whole damn thing. 


When the prayer was done and we could eat dad glared at each of us, but of course he glared at me the 
longest, because | was the worst one. Amy and Stuart were younger and behaving better than me, and my 
mother was just quiet and did whatever he said, so who did that leave? | glared back at him even though | was 
scared, because he beat me all the time, my whole life and he was still doing it, despite the fact that | was 
fucking lb years old, practically a man. He still treated me like a child. 


After supper he said he had to talk to me, and | felt that twisting inside of my stomach, which made me 
angry. But | followed him into the living room. Amy and Stuart took off and | stood there waiting. 


"You need to cut your hair," he said. My hair? It wasn't even long, has he seen some of the people in this town 


or on the fucking T.V.? It was I718, not the 50's. 
"IFs fine," | said, defiant, but | felt my heart beating hard in my chest. 
"IFs too long! Cut it or you can get out of this house!" His face was red, the vein in his forehead visible. | 


didn't fucking care anymore, | was sick of this, sick of being told what to do, how to dress, how to wear my 
hair. What was |? Some puppet he could use to make himself look good? 


"No, | won't get it-" that was all | got out before he yanked my arm like he always did, and | could feel his grip 
on my arm and the fact that he was still stronger than me. | tried to get away, to pull free, but | couldn't. He 
pulled me up by yanking my arm and then he hit me, a punch straight to my face and | felt like my cheekbone 
shattered, the pain exploding there and | saw dull stars bursting, both eyes watering, but he still didn't let me 
go. | turned away, trying to protect my face from any more blows but he just hit my ribcage and my 
stomach, doubling me over, unable to breathe. He let go of my arm and | fell to the floor, curling up, the pain 
in my stomach trying to outdo the pain in my cheekbone, and | still couldn't breathe right, | could only pull in 
these shallow, painful breaths, but | knew from experience that the pain would slowly go away and there would 


be just an echo of it for days to come. 


Two 


| zzy 


| looked up at him, his frantic look, the red spots high on his cheeks. | knew what was wrong with him. | knew 
what happened at his house. 


"I got kicked out," he said, tossing his hair out of his eyes with a quick jerk of his head. 


"Oh, yeah?" | said, thinking it might not be a bad thing. Him and his dad were always going at it. | was relieved 
that my parents left me alone. 


"Yeah, and it was because | wouldn't cut my hair," he said, looking at me with this defiant look, but underneath 


that defiance was sadness. 
"Want to stay here tonight?" | said, because | couldn't resist having him here. 
Axl 


| laid on Izzy's bed as it got dark out, and fuck my family. | wasn't going back. He wanted to kick me out I'd 
stay kicked out. At least | wouldn't get beaten anymore. 


"What are you doing?" | said, watching him stare at some textbook. 


"I'm studying. Unlike you | plan to graduate," he said, and | rolled away from him, wondering if he was right. | 
didn't really think the school had anything to offer me and didn't really see the point of torturing myself to 
get the diploma. | could get it. It was simple enough. They wanted you to take in all their information and spit it 
back to them, throw it up like a good little lab rat. Maybe | didn't want to be a lab rat, maybe | didn't want to 
do what they said just because they said to, just because it was always done that way. Why did that make 
them right? 


Izzy was over at his desk looking at that shit, but | heard him close the book and stand up and then | felt the 
dip of the mattress as he got on the bed. 


"Hey," he said, putting his arm around me, and | felt the warmth of him against me. 
"Are you okay?" he said, and when he asked that question | realized that | wasn't. Everything hurt from being 
hit, every muscle was tight and bunched up and | could feel the bruises, the deep ache inside of them, and | 


told myself that was the last time. 


"Yeah," | said, my voice shaky and not very convincing. Izzy rubbed my back and | started to cry. 


| zzy 


| felt the bones through his thin T-shirt as | rubbed his back, trying to be gentle and not hurt him more, 
because | knew his dad beat the shit out of him. | felt him shaking as the sobs started. It was always this way. 
He'd get the shit kicked out of him and he'd come here and try to be okay and defiant and pissed off, and | 
was sure that he was, but he ended up sobbing on my bed. | traced little circles on his back and let him cry. 
He had to, | figured. His life was a mess. 


"Axl, it's okay," | said, hugging him as the sobs tapered off, and there were just those little hitches of breath. 


